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Mr. St. John Brodrick.—“ I mean to give you an Army at 
last, sir.” 
John Bull.— Don’t forget, mounted men preferred.” 


St. PATHRICK’s Day, 
(By a Pathrvot.) 

O Paddy, dear, an’ did ye hear the riot none could quell ? 
John Ridmond, shure, he’s fightin’ wi’ the jaw-bone o’ Parnell ; 
He is taking aff his coat to it, the tails are in the dirt, 
And Och! ye see his pathriot heart palpatin’ thro’ his shurt ; 
He will fight the biggest man of ’em, he'll dance an Irish jig 
(After blacking Bloody Balfour’s eyes) on Mishter Spaker's 

wig, 
An’ he'll pull the House about their ears, he’ll bust the whole 

machine, 
So, long live Johnny Ridmond, and—the Wearin’ o’ the Green ! 


O Paddy, dear, an’ did ye hear how all this dust an’ din 

Have brought the silver dollars from Amerky pourin’ in / 

Tis a comfort to the martyrs who are shut from out debates, 

For to know there’s mate and whisky in the larder of the 
States ; 

So, Paddy, things is lookin’ up, ould Oireland’s going strong ; 

‘Tis godly men like Flavin, shure, that’s born to right the 
wrong ; 

We will fight again and harder, we'll give ’em a “ Painful 
Scene,” 

While the dollars trickle in, Pat, to—‘‘The Wearin’ o’ the 
Green.” 


What the Duke of Cornwall and York is singing just now: | 


“Ophir a Life on the Rolling Wave.” 


Of the 302 cadets at Woolwich, 217 are total abstainers: 
The Army of the future is to be innocent of mugs. 

Apropos teetotalism. There was once a man, dreadfully 
intoxicated, leaning against a lamp-post, gazing dejectedly in 
the gutter. He wore in his coat a blue ribbon. To him came 
a temperance lecturer with mild rebuke and gentle entreaty, 
who concluded his exordium by asking if the tipsy one was 
indeed a blue-ribbonite. ‘‘I am,” hiccoughed the sinner, 
defiantly ; “but ’'m not a—Azc—bigoted one.” 
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First Jew.—“ Have a cigar?” 
Second Jew.—" Why, what’s de matter wid it?” 


Russia has explained that there is really nothing in her 
private dealings with China that need excite the distrust of 
other nations. De Wet, we understand, assures [Lord 
Kitchener that he has every wish to be captured as soon as 
possible ; and, to crown all these explanations of popular mis 
conceptions, we are given to understand that Mr. Stead has 
the interests of his own country at heart. So now we shan’t 


he long. 


The Man Wuo Knows. 


You meet him out at dinner, and you meet him at the club, 
The mysterious, secretive man who knows, 
And you only get a tolerant pooh-poohing, or a snub, 
When you hint that it’s a make-believe and pose ; 
Talk of Roberts and his glory, and the knowing man will 
laugh— 
Hint of jobbery infernal in the choosing of his staff, 
Tell you Bobs does not despise the modern puffing paragraph 
“Oh! why that’s a thing that everybody knows !” 
Then this Bishop is a toper, and that Prince an utter snob, 
There is nothing in the world he doesn’t know, 
And, of course, that actor’s speeches are another fellow’s job, 
“What !” he’s really quite surprised you didn’t know ; 
QO the fame he loves to libel! O the names he loves to 
smirch ! 
See! his mind is on the Peerage, or the Crown, and on the 
Church ; 
ut among the names of those who serve their country you 
must search 
Ere you'll find the name of him who—doesn’t know, 


We have received from all quarters further suggestions for 
bringing the House of Commons library up-to-date :— 
Sir Henry Campbell- 
Bannerman 
The Irish Members 


“The Quiver.” 

“Great Expectations” (American 
edition). 

‘ How to be Happy Tho’)Married.” 

“Sentimental Tommy.” 

“The One Who Looked On.” 

“Flames,” 


Mr. Kruger 
Mr. Bowles 
Lord Rosebery 
Mr. Burns 
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subject of the new Mistress of the 
Robes, we read in the Outlook that the 
Duchess of Sutherland would “ : P 
personally acceptable to the Sovereig 
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Mill. WAS / but that it may be surmised that “the : 
it eens See ial \ choice will fall on the Duchess of Abe. 
ft AN sho corn, who has great personal dignity and q 
Pr, WI): much social charm.” We hope the ’ 
Zz beautiful Duchess of Sutherland read. 3 
the Outlook. She will enjoy this 4 
et paragraph. E 
ainaiotnn 2 
pal An American journal has just sent oo b 
THe of its staff to call on famous men wit, q 
aa the question: “What would you do } 7 
ot you had 75,000,000 dollars?” — Tye 4 
it unhappy journalist, we understand. jx F 
at: HW /Ale now spending his last cent on sticking E 
‘ ai e- \ plaster. 
ae ul 
i ; ae ! “4 : At last we understand why Mp. ni 
uy We J Oey \'\ qk Kruger has bolted from his wife. A) > m 
mie \ he” ( (| Mi English lady in Pretoria has put it on 4 no 
at i! WhOBs Ve record that Mrs. Kruger “implored the ma «fol 
rie Te old man not to have war, and cried a ila 
ak bitterly when he declared it.” Mr. Swi 
it Kruger isn’t taking any “I told you . sa) 
| so” Just now. o ha 
gt) —--— mB to 
lh A Mr. Mittin has written a sonnet me  jok 
uf to Milton which begins, “ His feet were B sh 
it shod with music.” His poetic feet, we 
Le take it. 
’ sein nti 
“And what,” cried the excited ( 
mob orator, “is going to be the ; 
epitaph of posterity on this bloody, ( 
MURRTRT Gene 1901 cruel, and unrighteous war!” There i, 
Neely Created Par (who. has svead he commit all over hts was a pause ; then a voice came from 
property). —“He_to, HELLO, THERE! THAT RaBBit’s MINE !” the back of the crowd, ‘They never 


: STR. caught De Wet!” 
Poacher.—“ Don’? SEE NO CORONET ON IT, SIR.” By 


















































Result of the Marseilles Strikes.— is Good; Ivy Soap is Good—and it Peer ee “3 

‘To mar sales. also has the subsidiary merit of floating. | j) Ve ix ‘4 
amenhie But, on the whole, though we trust we | C (4 Ver = 

The word that expresses the union do not commit ourselves, Pears’ Soap is V4 a 
it’ Peer with Stage.—Steerage. to be preferred, In Shilling Cakes. QC 

We wonder why advertisers do not lor the Daily Telegraph : Of all 
idapt their advertisements to the butyraceous, sapinaceous, pinguid, 
papers in which they appear, catering lardaceous unguents, Pears’ Soap is 
to the individual literary tastes of all incomparably and indefectibly the 
newspaper readers, instead of merely Summum Pulchrum. Demonstrably the 
ingling for, say, the reader of the Supreme Soap. \ 
Vorning Leader, with the same bait For the Z'imes: There is a degree L 
employed for catching the reader of of merit in Pears’ Soap not to be | 
the Atheneum. The following are discovered in the manufacture of other ma, 
humble suggestions : soap makers. tonc 

For the Daily Mail: Astounding ; ' ; at | Min 
Revelation ; Fearful Danger Incurred For the Sporting Limes :—Pears | aa cats 
By the World; Wake Up, England!  30ap- The Best Cake. Ask Patti. | a Fala io , tion 
Withe ears’ Soap Healthy Life is Takes the Cake and Oyster Patti. Bob | Purst Bachelor.—“Y Have & 

ithout Pears’ Soap Healthy Life is J | ” 5 the 
[mpossible. Buy, Buy, Buy ! a go! | To Ger MARRIED. his | 

For the Westminster Gazette: We i" Second Bachelor.— Ir You HAP and, 
have every wish to be impartial. Our contemporary the Out/ook has a A Mind, You wWouLDN’T THINK OF sut 
Williams’ Soap is Good ; Vinolia Soap pretty way of saying things. On the | SUCH A THING ” our 
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following remark, made by a 


kitchen the other morning : 


_ And 


When the mistress entered the kitchen 
the page-boy was still in a fit. 


We have received the 
letter :—‘‘ Dear Mister, I do have a 
awful time of it being a servant, general, 
twelve pounds, no extras, and no 
followers, SO you can see what a dog’s 
life some people has 
work for from morning to 
night and grudged the very cheese you eat, which is 
mostly stale, and that cheap that a dog might turn up its 
nose at it. But 1 did have a larf over your paper, which | 
found the other day in the dining-room, and it being the first 
larf I’ve had since I entered service, which | hope is what 
will never be your fate, that I thought as I would write and 
say how much | enjoyed your paper. But what a pity you 
haven’t got no fashionable column with pictures of blouses and 
toques. Yours gratefully, EMILY SANGSTER. P.S.—Is this a 
joke? I made it up myself, and you are welcome to it, but | 
should like Mr. Sauber to be the artist.” 


following 


to spend domg 





others 


Gentleman.—“Your hair is heavingly.” 
Lady.—“ Go on!” 

Gentleman.—“So is your eyes.” 

Lady.—“ Tell me something | dont know.” 

Gentleman.—“I love you.” 
lived happy ever after.) 


(And they was married and 


Motto for Irishmen—“ Erin, Go Bray.” 
9 e 


Of all the Balfours in the House, 
"Tis passing strange to say, 

The smartest man among them is, 
To say the least, A. J. (ay) ! 


THOSE IN AUTHORITY. 


THE BUDGET MAN. 
NM IKE began life by imposing a severe Tax upon lis 


nursemaid, who declared that he gave her a good 

deal too much “ Ex’cise.” As a youth, he fed his 
agination upon the “ Big Boys’ Budget,” and he was always 
fond of working out “ compound interest” (as the De Beers 
Mines are likely to discover to their cost). He used to shoot 
cats and sparrows—‘‘death duties” he called these occupa- 
tions—and his name Beach invariably suggested that he made 
the other youngsters “shell out.” ics, of course, signified 
his great partiality for Beer Duty. He isa hard task-master, 
and, like Lord Nelson, he expects every man to pay his duty. 
But sometimes even Mike is kind, and instead of adding to 
our taxes, he adds to our consols—and so furnishes great 
consolation to the small professional man. Every ‘year he 


BIVes a glowing testimonial to cocoa- which is his way oi 


Kl] Ty 77 1 


} , + 
} . { | " 
4 " 
- § ‘f i¢ keen their ,1r OO? crv a re) Lil ar 
: | vil i] 4 


1} 


a 


i [ 


A lady tells us that she overheard the 
. ° jolly 
little housemaid, as she descended to the 


Moses said unto Aaron, ‘Come forth’ : 
and he come fifth and lost the job,” 


i 


; 













































N. 135 


This is necessary witha shilling income-tax, levied on principle 
by Sir Michael, in order, as he says, to keep people from being 
avaricious. The Chancellor of the Exchequer is a profound 
orator, and his pros makes people pay far 
than all Mr. Rudyard Kipling’s poems. That is why some 
people would like Sir Michael to be made a Bishop. His 
methods applied to Diocesan funds would simply result in 
mittens all round, And cannibal would have his 
missionary free of cost, 
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“TWELFTH NIGHT” 
AT HER MAJESTY'’S. 





Tue following topical allusions may 
help to preserve the memory of Shake- 


speare : 
The Moderate Party— 
“Tt had a dying fall.” —Act 1., Se. 1 


To the Empress of China— 


“ Lady, you are the cruell’st she alive.” 
—Act 1, Se. 5. 


To Sir Wilfrid Lawson— 


J/-SS, 


« Dost thou think that because thou art 
virtuous, there shall he no more cakes 
and ale ?”—<Act I1., Se. 3. 


The Serjeant-at-Arms 
A finder of madmen.”—Act u1., Se. 4. 
Mr. Winston Churchill- 

“The behaviour of the young gentleman 
gives him out to be of yood capacity 
and breeding.”—Act Ul., Se. 4. 

Mr. Bernard Shaw— 


“ Fabian can scarce hold him.” 


—Act Ul., Se. 4. 


President Kruger— 
“A coward, a most devout coward, 
religious in vt.”—Act t1., Se. 1. 


To H. W. Lucey— 
 Lonos dies, Sir Toby.”—Act tv., Se. 2. 


To Austen Chamberlain or Lord 


Kitchener 
‘Marry, Sir.”—Act v., Se. 1. 


To Dr. Leyds— 


* O, thou dissembling cub.” 





—Act V., Se. 1. 
To H. W. Massingham— 


‘Taunt him with the license of ink.” 
—Act 4, Se. 3. 


To Lord Rosebery— 
“Here comes the trout that must be 
caught with tickling.” —Act I1., Se. 5. 


The Irish Party— 


‘Unstaid and skittish in all motions.”— 
Act 11, fe. 4. 
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“WELL, Wicarns, so You FOUND THE WAISTCOAT UskFUL?’ 


“Yes, SIR, THANKY, SIR, IT DOES 


’ 


TO ME, ‘THis ’uD ’OoLD TWo oO You,’ 


BREASTED ONE.” 


MORE GRAMMATICAL 
EQUATIONS. 

A WINTER ReEsort=The Domestic 
Hearth. 

ARTICLES OF 
Lines. 

A Laspour Unton=The Workhouse. 

A BAccA-NALIAN FestIvAL=A Smoking 
Concert. 

STRAINED RELATIONS=Thin Stories. 

A Monster or Iniquiry=A _ Vice- 


ASSOCIATION= Marriage 








President. 
A PLepGe or AFFrEcTION=A Pawned 
Wedding Ring. 





VERY WELL Now. My MIssus, SHE SAYS 


So SHE TURNED IT INTO A DOUBLE 


GREAT BarR-GAINS=A_ Publican’s 
Profits. 

OBVIOUSLY A VERY COLD PLACE 
Friesland. 

THe CENTRE oF Gravity=A Melan- 
sad Man’s Nose. 

A THING THAT Wants LOOKING 
Into=A Mirror. 

Morro FoR A FIRFMAN=“Go to Blazes. 

A CounTER [RRITANT=A Dissatisfied 
Customer. 

A Goinc Concern=A Timepiece 

A PLACE oF GREAT INTEREST=A 
Money Lender’s Office. 

STANDS TO REAsoN=A Public Speaker 
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FURTHER ADVENTURES OF 
BARON MUNCHAUSEN. 


THE 


“THE MONKEY THAT NEVER WAS.” 


FWNHE Baron was travelling at a fearful rate of progress 
along the principal road of the Imperial City ; 
immediately in front of his auto-car lumbered a 

buffalo-cart, and a collision was palpably imminent. 

Kast is Kast and West is West, and never the twain shall 

meet,” quoted the Baron, hopefully. 


Then they met. 
The auto-car exploded in a thousand fragments, and the 


se 


Baron was motored violently 
into the air. The buffalo-cart 
proceeded on its way with the 
wistful patience of the im 
memorial Kast. 


“Where am |?” asked the 
Baron, faintly, 

“T think it more incumbent 
on you to explain how you got 
here,” said a voce, coldly. 

“Most of the way by motor 

the remainder by a miracle.” 

“| donot wish for a moment 
to suggest that you are speaking 
the truth, but the fact remains 
that it is only by a miracle that 
you could have found your way 
in here without a pass. Mon 
sieur, | have no alternative but 
to accept your word.” 

The last sentence was spoken 
with ill-repressed scorn. 

“IT know now,” said the 
Baron, “ | must have tumbled 
into the Russian Embassy.” 

His host frowned. Such an 
exhibition of naked truth was 
scarcely respectable. “He 
might show some respect for 
locality,” he observed. 

“Pardon me,” interrupted 
“oblige me by 
having that samovar removed ; 


the Baron, 


its hissings and snortings recall 
painful memories. And now, tell me— 

“There is nothing to tell.” 

“About Manchuria for instance ?” 

The Minister smiled. Following the direction of his eyes 
the Baron saw a map of Manchuria surmounted by the eftigy 
of the Imperial Eagle. Underneath ran the inscription, “ We 
came, They see-saw, 1 conquered.” 

“There is nothing to tell,” repeated the Minister. 

* And the Concert ?” 

The Minister smiled again, 

“There never was a Concert—only in name. It sounded 
well, and was ornamental, and very, very useful. And it had 
its flags, and a Field- Marshal, and heaps of writing-paper. And 
it cut off the heads of two officials, just to have something to 
show for itself. 

“One heard so much about it.” said the Baron. 





THE BARON WAS MOTORED VIOLENTLY INTO THE AIR. 
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“Qh! it was extensively advertised. ‘The Monkey that 
Never Was’ you know. There was no Concert.” 

“It is sad to have to relinquish the beliefs of one’s second 
childhood,” sighed the Baron, “and if there wasn’t a Concert 
what were they here for?” 

“The Powers? They had to rescue their Legations and 
Mission-folk and things. Necessity 1s the mother of Inter- 
vention. But no three of them could agree as to what they 
wanted when they had got here. The Anglo-Saxon Powers 
didn’t want anything ; they never do. That’s what makes 
every one else so nervous.” 

“ And the others ?” 

“Well, Germany had a Divine Mission and a never-to-be- 
forgotten Ancestry and an Eagle. Wheresoever the eagles 
are—you know the quotation?’ 

“T think you have got it 
wrong,” said the Baron. 

“The idea is the same. 
France, well, France goes into 
Foreign Complications for the 
same reasons that a married 
man goes to his club—domestic 
infelicity.” 

“And Japan?” 

The Minister said something 
that sounded like the iterative 
aspect of a Russian verb. The 
Baron changed the subject. 

“So there were no negotia- 
tions ?” 

“Ah! there were negotiations 
—but they were not advertised. 
They only existed.” 

And the Minister glanced 
again at the map of Manchuria. 

“Of course, you are not 
staying there indefinitely,” 
queried the Baron. 

“Tf it is a case of leave- 
taking,” said the Minister, 
glancing at the door, “may | 
ring for your—miracle ?” 

The Baron took the hint and 


his departure. 
SAKI. 


THE saddest of all measures. 
—The grave-yard. 


THE Kaiser is trying to bring about an understanding 
between England and Russia. There ought certainly to be an 
understanding, but which is to stand under ? 


AccoRDING to German critics, London a wretchedly-lighted, 
deplorably-water-supplied, and indescribably-dirty city is. The 
more they say this the better. It may stop some intending 
immigrants from the Fatherland which they love so well that 
they cannot stay there. 


Ar Grays, in Essex, the rates are 11s in the £. If Lord 

. ° ” she 

Roberts said that Pretoria was “an over-rated place, what 
would he say of Grays ? 


THE music for pugilists.— Noc-turnes. 


N 


Says 
pi yin! 
ment 
Parli 
sadly 
then 
glory 
“Thi 
. An’ 
think 
chun 
in tw 
and 1 
y 
carri 
“<i 
all. 
carry 








nn 


THE 
OF 





Ss 
)? 


it 


t 





MARCH 23, I9QOI. 








(A Diary of Irresponsible Incidents. ) 


T was on Westminster Bridge I met him. He was pulling 
a barrel organ. “Mr. Flavin, I presume?” said I. 
“Mr. Michael Flavin, of Ballyduff, at yer sarvice, sorr,” 
says he. “Are you taking to that kind of business,” said I, 
pointing at the organ, which was painted green with orna 
ments of shamrock ; “I thought you were a fellow Member of 
Parliament.” “I whas, sorr, but [’ve been expulsed,” says he, 
sadly like. ‘“ What are you going to do with the barrel organ, 
then?” said I. “I’m going to Downin’ Street to play to the 
glory of Oireland before Arthur Balfour’s house,” says he. 
“That’s very kind of you,” said I, “ he Jikes classical music.” 
“Av shure he'll hav’ classical music enough. What doo ye 
think if the instrument ? Bedad, there was twenty-six different 
chunes. I had ’em all taken out an’ ‘God Save Oireland’ put 
in twenty-six tomes. Seven if the chunes play it backwards, 
and three play it sideways. It’s an idea if me own.” 
You were in the riot the other night when the policemen 
carried you out?” next said I. 

“Carry me out!” exclaimed Mr. Flavin. “Not at all, at 
all. Doo Oi look loike a mahn that a Saxon cohnstable cud 
carry out?” He didn’t. “It’s thim Saxon newspapers. 
They’ve towelled the  inshidint 
wrong. It whas the Oirish mimbers 
that carried the cohnstables out. 
Ye see, Mister Jister, sorr, it whas 
loike this. Says Mister Balfour, 
in an unpleasant way, ‘Giv’ us 
sivinty millions to kill the 
with.” Mister Pahtrick Doogan 
wanted toime tir make some cal- 
culations with lead pincil on Mister 
Field’s shirt front—he’s got the 
foinest expahnse if shirt front in 
all Oireland has Dublin Field. 
‘Sit dowhn, sorr,’ says the Spaker, 
angry like. An’ Pahtrick, being a 
quiet, paceable mahn—he’s only 
assaulted two cohnstables in his 
loife, an’ they was from Ul]ster— 
he sits down. ‘Mr. Spaker,’ says 
I, ‘it’s an injustace, says [. ‘Sit 
THE Fornest ExPAHNSE ye down, Mike,’ says he, con- 
OF SHIRT FRONT IN shiliatory loike, for he knows me. 

Abt OIRELAND. ‘I’m here to stand up fur Oire- 


s0ers 
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land, says I, ‘an’ it’s beneath mi dignity, yer riverence, 
to sit down.’ All the pathriots cheered. Then his 
riverence the Spaker gits rampageous. ‘Ye vote this seven 
hundred million,’ says he, ‘or Pll suspend ye.’ Then we 
started smashin’ the furnitoor, jest to prove Oireland 
whas a nation. We shouted and made a rumpus till the 
Spaker put his thumbs in ‘his ears, Otherwise we was 
quoite an’ dignified. ‘Sorr, yer worshipful riverence,’ says I, 
‘ye cahn bring yer spalpeen bluecoats here, an’ I'll fight the 
whole crowd if them,’ says I, in conshiliatory tone also, not 
whantin’ tir appear harsh. ‘This is viry painful,’ says he, 
which is langwidge no Oirishmahn should be insulted with. 
Then we smashed some more furnitoor, an’ we shouted ‘ Base 
Saxons!’ an’ sang ‘God Save Oireland,’ and kicked up a 
hullabaloo just to show we was desirous if doin’ everythin’ in 
« dignified, cohnstitushional manner. 
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One Ununper Eacu Arm AN’ OnE IN M1 TEETH. 


“Thin the gintlemahn in the black nickerbockers called 
the Sarjant-ut-Arms, who only takes exercoise liftin’ up an’ 
down the Mace, puttin’ it on the tahble and then under the 
tahble, an’ then when his riverence, the Spaker, leave the 
chair, swingin’ it round his head just to show us how strong 
his muscles are, well he comes marchin’, as importint as a 
Resident Mahgistrate if ye please. ‘Will you kindly leave 
the House ?’ says he, in a gentle but arroghant way. ‘Git off 
with ye,’ says I, calmly, and holding him by the shoulders 
ready to shake the life out of him. 

“Then he gets pale an’ goes for the cohnstables. We 
smashes another bench. ‘Shame!’ shouts the Saxon mimbirs, 
which was evidince they don’t understhand our national 
ashpirashions. They hav’ no sinse if decorum. Prisintly in 
marches two hundred Saxon cohnstables. Their prisince was 
an indignity. ‘Come out, ye Oirish ruffians! ’ says they. ‘ Let’s 
remohve the spalpeens,’ says I. Then, sorr, I valiantly led mi 
forces aginst the police in the pay uf English Parlimint, an’ 
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“(lome ALonG, Do! 


when the Iray was thickest, sorr, little 


Pat O'Brien he climbs one ut the pillar 


an’ sings, ‘What div ye think uf the 
Morr, | carried out three 


Qurnsh now! 
cohnstables misilf, one nhnder each 
arm an? one inom teeth We was 
difendin’ the sacredniss uf Parlimint, 
an’ it was for this sorr we was expulsed. 

“Ves, the Saxons tell the imeident 
differently, Brut you believe Michael 
Flavin ut Ballyduath sorr, Now, wud 
ye loike to hear ‘God Save Otreland’ 


played sideways 37” 


JENNINGS’ 


PATENT BATH. 


ANT week I had a present of a new 
bath trom my friend Jennings. 

<4 | will now exchange it for 
anything useful. Jennings invented 
it. It was one of those portable Turkish 
baths, a sort of pianoforte packing case, 


into which you shut yourself after 
lighting up a tire underneath. 

| thought of the luxury of being able 
to have Turkish baths whenever I liked, 
and there was no one more pleased than 
| when it was duly delivered. 

That very evening I determined to 
try it. L went into the spare room and 
Inspected my purchase. Although still 
very enthusiastic | began to notice 
things | had not seen when Jennings 
showed me the thing. It was clumsy. 
[t smelt of spirit. The flaps which 
opened and let you in and shut up 
over you leaving your head ‘above, 
fastened tightly with a catch that 
seemed difficult to shut and more 
difficult to one Howe 


) 


¥Y i.e 4 
er, | lit the 


wali 


evil smelling stove, placed my lamp on 
a pile of boxes, undressed, and tried to 
yet in. I tugged at the flap, but it 
defied me. It was distinctly cold in the 
room, for the thermometer was some- 
thing below freezing point. I shivered 
frequently. The window would not 
close properly, and there was a nasty 
penetrating east wind blowing in 
inquisitive gusts, I wrestled with the 
flap vigorously and spoke strongly to 
myself. 

Indeed, I nearly jerked the con- 
founded apparatus over. I spilled a 
pint of hot water from the reservoir 
over my foot. By that time I was 
angry but determined, I got into the 
chair, sat down violently and slammed 
the fap over me. I heard an ominous 
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ee 


—_ 


click. I hardly noticed it at the time. 


I remembered it afterwards ! 


For a few minutes I was comparatively 
comfortable. Then I began to grow 
hot in places. That confounded stove 


of Jennings’ seemed to concentrate al] 
its energies on one point. The steam— 
it was a vapour bath—escaped all round 
my neck and nearly blinded me 
Coughing, spluttering, sneezing, choking. 
| endured the torture for a few moments 
Then I began to be sorry that I had sat 
down, and I continued to be sorry when 
I found that no effort of mine would 
open the flap. I knew then what that 
click meant. It was Jennings’ new 
patent fastener. It certainly fastened 
As far as the fastening went it was « 
huge success. It is difficult to use any 
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Rev. Rusticus.—“ Coutp You 
WESTMINSTER ABBEY?” 
Cabby.—* INSIDE My Kegs, Str.” 
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three minutes before the scheduled time. 








ONE MORE SOUTH-EASTER. 





Al mild PUMOULr 18 YOUnY the rounds of the CPVENING JHLperv’s lo the elect that thie 


Hlastings Barpie ss of the Nouth-Kastern and Chatham Railways has posttively arrived 
I 18 also slate / thet pars or white gloves 


1" to he pre sented hy the directors to the driver, stoker. and quara of the ( rpre N&, while af Roard ofr TD yvtcle enquUery 8 lo 


he held at an early date. The locomotive is to be dissected hy erperts, and there is a 


Glasgow Hahibition. 


force when your arms are cramped up 
in a solid sarcophagus. The new 
varnish which had looked so well began 
to smell badly. The wood, which was 
new, swelled in the steam and held that 
flap more securely that ever. I per- 
spired frantically from my exertions 
ind the incessant stewing that went on 
increasing in severity. Then I thought 
of Mrs. Biggs, and shouted. 

Mrs. Biggs was eminently a respect- 
ible suburban housekeeper. She came 
is far as the door, but nothing would 
induce her to come in and put out the 
stove, 

“lve bin brort up respect- 
ible,” she said, “and to go 
into a room,when a gent is a- 
takin’ ‘is barf is unrespectable, 
thet’s wort it is.” 

“But my good, woman,” I 
shouted, in an agony, for the 
seat of the chair was growing 
hotter and hotter, “I’m in a 
box, shut up. You can only 
see my head—and you can't 
see that because of the infernal 
steam,” 

“There can be no gainsayin’ 
‘S you are in a_ barf,” she 


answered, “and into that room [ de 
not go, no, not fer the welf of the 
H indies.” 

“But hang it all, Pm boiling,” [ eried., 

“Wich you as my = siimperfy, Mr. 
Blinks. but a barf’s a barf all the world 
hover.” 

Writhing in my agony J at last kicked 
something. It burnt horribly. There 
was a splutter, an awful smell of baked 
varnish, scalding spirits, and fizzling 
wood. I yelled, and Mrs. Biggs shouted 
that she would go for the tire brigade. 
Then I realised that [ had somehow put 
out the stove. Shortly after | succeeded 


ANOTHER INJUSTICE 


TO 


suggestion that at be erhihited at the 


in putting myself out. [ have not been 
to the office for a few days, and [T am 
anxious to exchange Jenninys’ Patent 
Portable Bath for anything useful 
even a few collar studs. Tam = also 
anxious to meet Jennings when | feel 
stronger. 


FATAL CANDOUR. 

Suitor.— Yes, sir, I assure you, | 
would be glad to marry your daughter 
even if she were poor as a church 
mouse,” 

Mr. Moneybags.—* That settles you, 
| don’t want a fool in the family.” 








OIRELAND ! 
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NOMENCLATURE. 


Finst Bookie TO Seconp Ditrro,.—‘‘ I 
hear your wife has presented you with 
twin daughters.” What are you going 
to call them?” 

Seconp Bookie TO First Dirro. 
‘‘Well! times are so bad we thought 
of Faith and Hope.” 

First BookiE TO SECOND Dirro. 
‘‘T know of something better than 
that. Why not Betty and Winnie ’” 


and ironer. }How do you tell when your 
irons are hot?” 

Servant.—‘‘ By the schmell of the 
burnin’ linen, mum,” 


Treacher. — ‘* And how do you know, my 
dear, that you have been christened 7” 
ScHoLan.—‘* Please, mum, ‘cause I got 
the marks on me arm now, mum.” 


~ 





INTERESTED Party.—‘* And so you are 
married now, Lydia? [hope your husband 
isa good provider.” 

THe Bripr.—‘** Deed he is, missus! He 
vot me three new places to wash at last 


week,” 


THe Proven THine. 


Mistress.—‘* I} hope I didn’t disturb you 
and your lover when I went into the kitchen 
last night !” 

Cook.—‘* Not at all, mum! Oj told him 


vou was my chappyrone ! 





LiIvrh.kE JOHNNt AGUINALDO (the ofhce 
hoy).—** May I have this afternoon. off, 
sir?” 

EmMpLoyver.——‘** What’s the matter now 7” 
LirtL.E JoHNNI AGUINALDO,—‘* Please, 
sir, | have to go to my father’s funeral 
again,” 








avs 


~w 


NO 


4 


THE Limit, 
JAGGLES.—-‘* How can you say I got the 
better of the bargain when you have not 
seen the horse I got 7” 
W acc es.——‘* I saw the horse you had.” 


UNDER THE — 
THE ONLY Way. 
SPREADING CHESTNUT Ernen..— ‘*‘How did you like the new 
book Harold lent you the other day es 
TREE. Epiru.—‘* Oh ! it was so dry, I just had 
to wade through it.” 


DIFFICULT FOR THE COACH AND Four. 
_ Tr —" Kirst M.P.—-‘* What do you think of the 
7] pon’? understand this bill, Guggins, hill?” : 
said Dimling. ‘* You've got me charged Sucouh M.P.—“ Why. it im’t drawn 
with twenty-five bushels of oats twice on Rscemaline detieale % It oi & Phen cdl to 
the same date, and then a week later with get around Peet tows if it’s passed.” 
two more items of twenty-five bushels each, 7 we 
when I got only twenty-five bushels each 
time.” 
‘Oh! dot bill vos allright. Mein son, he 


EXPLAINED, 


Like THEIR IMPUDENCE. 
UncLE ABNER.—‘‘I tell ye, I want ter 
keep de books. and he takes lessons in see the United States launch out on a grand 
book-keeping at de commercial college. old policy of expansion in every direction. 
Dot vos a entry.” ; | In twenty years we would be the greatest 
. | nation in history.” 

UncLe Sretu.—‘‘ Yes, yes, nice ter think 
about, but it’d have its drawbacks. We'd 
be havin’ boundary disputes with every —” 

UncLe ABNER.—‘‘ Boundary disputes ! 
Nonsense, man. We'd have no boundary 
in twenty years.” , 


JinKS had been out the night before, and 
was late at his desk. 

EMPLOYER (sternly).—‘' Well?’ 

Jinks, —‘* Not very, sir.” 


Lapy.—‘* You say you are a good washer 





<<< 


THE QUESTION OF THE AGE. 


‘* AND what is your age, madam?” Was 
the attorney’s question to a Memphis 
woman. 

‘* My own,” she answered oromptly, 

‘*T understand that, ot, ‘ 
how old are you ? 

‘‘T am not old, sir,” with indignation, 
‘*T beg your pardon, madam. 
how many years have you passed 7” 
‘* None ; the years have passed me.” 

‘* How many of them have passed you?” 

‘* All; I never heard of them stopping.” 

‘*Madam, you must answer my question 
I want to know your age.” ; ' 

‘*T don’t know that the acquaintance jg 
desired by the other side.” : 

‘*T don’t see why you insist upon refusing 
to answer my question,” said the attorney 
coaxingly. ‘I am sure I would tell hoy 
old I was it I were asked.” 

‘* But nobody would ask you, for every. 
body knows you are old enough to know 
better than to be asking a woman her ave.” 

And the attorney passed on to the next 
question. 


am; I mean 


I mean 


©. 


AN unsuccessful vocalist went to the 
workhouse and delighted the inmates with 
his singing. He said it was a natural] 
thing for him to do, as he had been singing 
to poor houses ever since he began his 
career, 

Wov._p Not Promise. 

THE Monkey. —‘‘ But surely you wouldn't 
cat a monkey !” 

THe Tickr.—‘S You don’t know me. I’m 
frightfully carnivorous when I’m hungry !” 


Hap No AUDIENCE. 

Motrner.—‘‘ Goodness!) How «id you 
hurt your finger so?” 

LirrLeE Son.—‘* With a hammer.” 

MorHEr.—‘t When?” 

LittLE Son.—‘‘ A good while ago.” 

Moruer. —‘‘ I didn’t hear you cry.” 

LirtLE Son.—‘‘I didn’t ery then; I 
thought you were out.” 


LATE REALISATION. 

‘‘T now realise,” said the pig, as they 
loaded him in the waggon bound for the 
butcher’s, ‘‘I now realise that over-eating 
tends to shorten life.” 


EDITORIAL NOTICE. 

The Editor cannot be responsible Jor 
the return of MSS. or sketches submitted 
for consideration, and in no case will re 
jected matter 
be returned 
unless accom- 
panted by 
a stamped and 
addressed 
envelope. 
Publication in 
Fun alone 
will be recog- 
nised as the 
acceptance of 
contributions « 
or sketches. 
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